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PREFACE. 
HO all the Airs of this Opera are by the famous Scar- 
latti and Buononcini, except a few by other great Ma- 
ſters, neither the Words, the Thoughts, nor the Deſign owe 
any thing to Italy, except the Advantage of the Muſick; to 
which, with more Pleaſure yet than Pain, I have endeavour'd 
to make 'em ſubſervient: I hope thoſe who would not have 
Senſe ſacrific d to Sound, nor the Mind diſpleas d while the 
Ears are entertain'd, will conſider the Difficulties in working 
ſo many Airs of different Kinds into one Subject, and in put- 
ting Words wholly different from the 1ta/ian, to Songs ſo full 
of pathetick Notes and nice Graces, in a Language perhaps too 
manly for ſuch Compoſures, 1f not manag'd with the utmoſt 
Art. As here the Choice of the Songs was not my Province, 
I may the better do Juſtice to the Gentleman who provided 
that Part of the Entertainment. Tho' Muſick is only his 
Diverſion, the beſt Maſters allow him to be ſo good a Judge, 
that I have no Reaſon to doubt but his Collection will be ge- 
nerally approv'd; tho' 'tis impoſſible that, in ſuch a Variety, 
every Thing ſhould pleaſe every particular Fancy. As for the 
Recitative, Mr. Pepuſch is known to be ſo great a Compoſer, 
that there is no doubt but he has alſo done his Part in that, 
and in adding ſuch Ritornels, and other Muſick, as were ne- 
ceſſary to make the whole a Compleat Opera. 


PROLOGUE 
ONG had a reſtleſs Monarch's boundleſs Sway 
Made half the Globe or tremble, or obey; 
Doom d, like his Subjetts, all Mankind his Slaves ; 
By Choice deſtroying, as bleſsd ANNA ſaves; 
And, turning all his Neighbours into Foes, 
Grudg'd Men Heawn's darling Gifts of Freedom and Repoſe. 
T' oppoſe his Force was more than Man could dare; 
Heav'n had reſerv'd that Glory for the Fair. 


* 


With 


With Virtues crown'd, adorn'd with ev'ry Grace, 
A Queen then ruld a Warlike Northern Race; 
Who, bleſs d and free, contented with their own, 
For Glory fought, and the World's Good alone. 
Down, by her Arms, Grand Cyrus ſoon was hurl d, 
And, by a Woman, Heawv'n reveng d the World. 
So ſince to ANNA, in a happy Hour, 
Jove gave his Scales of Fuſtice, and of Pow, 
Inſpir d by Her, what Wonders ſtill afford 
Well-manag'd Treaſures, and her Warrior's Sword! 
From willing Mines, with more than Human Care, 
Spirits are dealt thro' ev'ry Nerve of War. a 
Her Genius quells the World's ambitious Foe : 
'Tis Valour ſtrikes, and Prudence guides the Blow. 
Zet, when this Day we ſhow @ Scythian Queen, 
Think not we dare attempt a Modern Scene. 
As Britain's Beauties all the World's excel, 
Great ANN A's Reign diſdains a Parallel. 


The Perſons Repreſented. 


T homyris, Queen of Seythia, . 35, er 
| Mr. Hagbe, or Sig- 
Orontes, her Son and General, nior Jalentino, 
; A Contra-tenor. 
Cleora, a Perſian Princeſs, Niece to Mrs. Tofts 
| P 5 


Cyrus, and deſignd by him to mar- 412 


ry Tigranes, | | 
Tigranes, King of Armenia, Cyrus's þ Mr. Lawrencey 
Allie, A Tenor. 
Baldo, waits on Orontes, ny Be. 
8 Mrs. Lindſey, © 
Media, waits on Cleora, 4 Treble * 


The SCENE 3s in that Part of Scythia, inhabited 
by the Maſſagetes. 8 

The Time of Action about Three Days. 
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QUEEN of SCYTHIA 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Tent. in a Camp, Trees on both Sides. 
Cleora is diſcover d in a melancholic Poſture, Media 
by ber; Guards at a Diftance. 
Cleo. ROM Scythian Bonds, to Perſias Court, 
F Oh! how ſhall J return? | 
| Muſt 1, alas! be Fortune's Sport, 
And only live ro mourn? 
A KR 5 
PD Reedom, thou greateſt Bleſſing, 
VV hy have I loſt thy Joys? 
Pining, no Reſt poſſeſſing, 
Grief all my Hours employs. 
Thy Loſs now to my Eyes 
A Flood of Tears will coſt : - 


% - 
7 F 4 - CS 
Oh! 
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2 T1 H 0 M = R I * 
Oh! vhy do ve not Prize x 
Our Treaſure till tis loſt! : 
Freedom, G . 
- Med; Ceaſe, Princeſs! Calm your Thought to Peace | 
Nor, gticvin 1 thus yout Woes increaſe. — % 


E «& Women, fram'd for lolt Ams 
« May of Eaſtern Kings complain, 
A « Who luxurious, ev'n in Arms, 
« Clog Armies with a Female Train, 
The Lumber of the War we prove; 
c And grace no Camp, | but that of Love. 


Pray Note, That throughout the Opera whatever is mark'd thus © with double 
Comma's in the Margent, and between two black Rules, is left . 4 ſhorten the 
Performance. - 


Yet, tho' ſurpriz'd by Seythian Foes] 
The Niece of Cyrus feels unuſual Woes, 
That Monarch, fortunate and great, 
Will ſoon reverſe our Fate; "* 
And ſtubborn Scythia ſhall obey | 
His Arbitrary Sway. 
VAR 
Ver merry, 
Gay and airy, 
Be adjourning © © 
; Care and Mourning ! | 
Þ Sorrow never comes too late; 
1 We're impairing 
By Deſpairing. 
We're improving, x 
Care removing. 
Then be happy, ſpite of Fate! 2 
Ever merry, G ”“ù © Cleo. 


THOMTRIS 35 


Cleo. Thy gay Humour, to my Grief 
Brings no Cure, tho ſome Relief. 
Vet, in Innocence ſecure, 
| Bravely I'll the worſt endure; 
Like . ſtrive my Heart to chear; 
And lull alleep' my Care. e 
VAR. 
Har ſhould alarm me? 2 | 
No Foe can harm me. 5 
Let Viewe arm me; 
Fears will be vain: © 
Yet, Freedom wanting, _ 
My Breaſt they're haunting , 
My Heart is panting, | 
I live in Pain. 
What mould, Sc. 


SCENE II. 5 
The Scene changes, and diſcovers Thomyris ſeated. in 
1 State, Courtiers, Guards, and other Attendants. © 


| Thom. riſmg. With Heav'n's and your Aſſent, 
Queen of oy Northern World I — * IC 
Bleſs' d in your Eaſe, with Mind is intent 
Four Freedom to maintain * 
My Soul no greater Empire « craves: "A 
Tis nobler thus my Pow't to hold, if 
And lead by Love the Freecand Bold, 
as 580 a World of Slaves. 
AIR. p 
=: ye Brave, FF Hs and: Glory ry, 
And "_ invading Spight : 
B 2 


Drive 


"= THOMTRIS . 
Drive the ſlaviſ Foe before ye 5185 
Turn to Terror all their Raging: 

You mult conquer when engaging, 


'Tis for Liberty you fight. 
. ä Rouſe, ye, G. 
by Enter Orontes, and bneels to \ Thomyris. 
ODron. Hail! mighty Empreſs! 
* O mia Regina! 


f „ Note, The Part of Orontes being Sung by Signior Valentino, at the Deſire of moſ# 
| the Nobility who ſubſcrib'd for the firſt Performances * this * you 22 4 


ſame in Italian. R Adj ed 44 On 


Tho. Riſe, my Son. 
Oron. Return'd' with Spoils your Arms hav von, 
Permit me at your Feet to bleſs 
Kind Heav'n, and you, for our Succeſs. 
And may this firſt Advantage prove 1 
A happy Omen from above! [ He riſes. 
Vincitor qual io ritorno, 
Deh! Laſciate a voſtri piedi 
Ch' io ringraxi, in fi bel giorno, 
Voi, e Ciel di tal wittoria, 
Primo grado a nuova gloria! 
Tho. So ſoon victorious! 
Oron. The numerous Foe, to paſs the Flood, 
At diſtant Fords divided ſtood, 
A Part, ſpread o'er the Scythian Field, 
: Vas charg'd, and forc'd to yield: 
5-9 And here he Conquer'd wait, 7 A 
4 From you to know their Fate. | 
Tento ſpefſo I Inimico. | 


Di paſſar I oppoſto fiume 3 | \ 4 Met 
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: b N N — „ ( ” 1 ———_— 
* * - * 0 % * - = Py " * - 
” * n — = 
» | g . , — 
1 — Fe 7 % _ 
1 * 5 


Ma il Valor dell” armi voflre 
L'aſſali, I oppreſſe, 6 winſe : 


E il rubel conobbe in vano, 


Ch'jl ſuo fato e in voſtra mano. 


Tho. l'Il ſee em now, and bleſs 
The Pow'rs who grant Succeſs !. 


/ 


Warlike Movement. Enter ſeveral Scythian Soldi- 
ers, with Enfigns, Standards and other Trophies, 
and leading ſeveral Perſian Pri ſoners, and Clcora 


laft, attended by Media. 


To. Soldiers, ftay, and; ere you go, 
Leave vith me that Female Foe ! 


[The $ oldiers having left Cleora, ies and Exeunt. 
Cleora unveils. 


- — 


Cleo. Feaſt, Thomyris, feaſt your Eyes 


VPith a weak, tho Royal Prize! 


Oron. Guard me Heav'n: what Charms I view, 


Charms, that Conqu'rors may ſubdue. [ Aſide, 
Wai bellezze, o Dei, veggio, 


Onde vinto il vincitore! 
Cleo. Shou'd the Foe no Favour find, 


To the Virgin yet be kind! 


You'll perhaps but lend to Day 
What Cleora may repay. 


AI 


n gently, treat my Sorrow, 
The — that J borrow. | 


— 


6 HOM R TA Is 
I to Morrow may return. TY 
Soon to Mourning | | 
. Joy is turning. 
I was happy in the Morning, 
| In the Ev'ning here 1 mourn. 
. Gently, = 
Tho. Mov'd with Pity, not with Fear, 
Princeſs, we the Yielding ſpare. 
Let an ambitious reſtleſs Foc, 
Be proud of univerſal Woe. | 
Whoe'er true Greatneſs Weed 
Knows, to be great is to be good, — 
Honour d, ſafe, and ſery'd like me, 
In Scythia then remain. ; 
The Court your only Priſon be, 
Your Word your only Chain. 
VERA. 
No more let Sorrow pain you! 
L Our Love alone ſhall chain you; 
And ev'ry Joy reſtore. 
New Pleaſures hall detain you: __ 
1 Liberty can give no more. 
No more, &. Exit Thom. and auen. 
Oron. By my Royal Mother chear d, 
What, bright Nine, can be fear d: > 
Firm in Protection, and in Love, 5 rgb 
To fave and bleſs is all her Am. 
Gracious, like the Pow'rs above, _ FE 
5 And, like em, Still rhe. me.... 
Perincipeſſa piu vexxo e 
Delle — che . E by afidata 


Tegan — 
* 5 


— 
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TROMTRIS 


22 ne'l amore | 1 = 


Di mia Madre gia voi ſiete, 


Como Spirito immortale, 
Sempre deſſa, 6 Sempre equale. 
AIR Kos. 
ELL me, why Kill lament you? © 
« What Sorrow can torment you? _ 
| & Your Eyes command their Fate. 
ce Charmer, tis you alarm us: 
& Your very Tears diſarm us: 
« You ſhine in ev'ry State. | 
ce Cleo. Thankful for your kind Reli, 
te Vet untun'd for Joy by Grie , + | 


. Y ** 


Let me, gen'rous Prince, compoſe 


cc A Breaſt ſtill mov'd, tho' eas d of ſtormy Was: 


BW b Vonder of 1 


“ Oron. I muſt leave you — Yet Ill view, 
« Oh! I muſt tear my ſelf from you. 


| * We loſe with Eaſe, by Beauty s Charms, 


« What with Toil we got by Arms; 


« The Fair, ſubdu d, a ſweeter Conqueſt gains, 
ce And the Proud Victor vears the Captive 8 omg 


„ 


Divine in each Feature, 
You conquer all Hearts: 


| Admiring, we're dying: 


Tis only by fying AY cn 
We're ſafe from - thaw: 1518 
Bright, cc. ba Orontes. 


Dels.. 


* 


Non vedi ch'io moro | We 
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| RY degl occhi, . 
Contento 47 l alma, © e 8 


Deß ! Laſcia il rigor. 


Suave riſtoro 


D'amante mio Cor? 5 8 ** * 


Delitie, c. Da Capo... 
Cleo. He's gone — tis 7 —n6t al. my Pride 


Cou'd my Dfforder-hide. 
Ye Pow'rs, Oh! whether ſhall I move ? * 


From War's Alarms, I turn to thoſe of Love. 


** 


AIR. 
Med. Note let your Heart deſpair, | 
While the Gods with Charms have crown'd 
Tho defi igning Foes ſurround you, [you: 
Spighr and Envy eannot wound you. : 
Innocence ſhall guard the Pals 
Never let, e. 
Cleo. I chide my panting Heart in vain 
I feel a ſoft, a ſtrange Emotion reign ; 


\ 


And dread, yet love che Picalure, and the Pain. 


A I R. 
] know not what alarms me, 
And warms me, 
Gently growing, 
Now all my Breaſt is goving:. | 
. My Heart is firing. 
I know not what to name Y 


The ſecret pleaſing Flame; ett fa 


a” 


7THOMTRIS. 9 


But ſure, if Love's the ſame, * 
Sweet is expiring. 
I know, GG. [Exit eien 
AIR, that may be ** inſtead of the foregoing. 
OVE wouid invade me: 
My Eyes have betray d me. 
Pride would arm me: 
But my Heart fays, *tis vain. 
When the Foe but invades me, to charm me, 
Danger ne er can alarm me with Pain. 


— 


« Med. Armenis s Prince, Tigranes, now in yain 

e May ſtrive Cleora's Heart to gain. 
« What on him Cyrus would beſtow, 

= «ls — conquer d by his Foe. 


' Enter Baldo. 
Bald. Fair Damſel, if it is a Fault 
T' intrude upon a Virgin's Thought, 
Let, from the Prince, this precious Stone, 
From me, this precious Heart atone. 
Med. Fair- ſpcaking Sir, 'tis well addreſt. 
I, for the Ring, excuſe the reſt. 
Bald. To gain by yours, your Lady's TO | 
Is a young Lover's firſt Endeayour. * 
And, vhen the pair of Turtles coo, 
Baldo the truſty Squire, and you, 
In Courſe know what we have to do. | 
Med. I'Il ſerve the Prince; and, as for you, 
I gueſs you have not much to do. 


2 1 
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> THOMTRIS 


A I R. 3 
Bald. Y Delight, my Dear, my Princeſs ! 
With Defire I loſe my Senſes. 
I before you. feel with Fury Yo 
My Blood hurry 
Thro ev'ry Vein: 
Like a Dart 
feel a Smart, 
And ſomething tickle at my Heart. 
Dying thus who can complain? 
I had vow'd to play the Rover, 
Fool with Love, or give it over: 
But who can, tho' grave and wiſe, 
Scape thoſe Dimples, Lips and Eyes! 
Then, to bleſs you, 
Pil addreſs you, 
Prefs you, kiſs you, and careſs you; 
Till like me, you cry, Tis vain, 
Oh! my Dear, to frown and feign : 


| Dying thus, who can complain ! 


Med. Hold! how dare you be ſo urging? 
Would you raviſh here a Virgin ? 
Think you for your Ring I'll bear it? 
There it 15-----But I'll never wear it. 
¶ He makes an Offer to give him back the ys « and 
at his Approach puts it up again. 
. 
Way, you Rover? 
For ſhame give over! 
You play the Lover, 
So like an Als. 


THOMTRIS:. 
You. preſs, and thunder, | 
To bring us under; | 
Then all you plunder, 
And leave the Place. 
Tho' you're for ſtorming, 
And think you're charming, 
Your faint performing 
We read in your Face. 
W 
Bald. Il be conſtant, never fear! 
Tho' that's ſtrangely out of Faſhion. 
If you doubt me, come, my Dear, 
Take an Earneſt of my Paſſion! 
| ” 9 


\ 
Med. jRithee leave me! preſume not to court me! 


11 


Bald. Pray relieve me, or do not tranſport me 


Med. You ſo tire me, that I muſt fly. 
Bald. You ſo fire me, that I muſt try. 
Med. You're lo teizing. N 
Bald. You're fo pleaſing. '> 
Med. So preſuming. 
Bald. So conſuming. 
Med. So affrighting, that J mult fly. 
Bald. So delighting, that J muſt try. 
Med. Tho Bees may the Sweets be ſharing, 
Which they're repairing, © 
Empty Drones deſerve 
To ſtarvʒe. 


Saf 


| Bald. 
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love alone vill never leave me, 


12 7 HOMTRI&X& 
Bald. Like the Bees thoſe Sveets be ſharing, 
Still repaiting. 
Empty Drones 
Alone ſhould ſtarve. 
[She retires and goes off, Baldo Fong her all the while. 


SCENE III. A Priſon. 


| Tigranes is diſcover'd in Chains, with a Letter which 


he has been writing. He riſes. 


" V: & 8 

Tigr. JOY and Empire are no more. 
Hope and Freedom are no more. 
Fate of Comfort does bereave me: 
And deſpairing J adore. i 
Joy and Empire are no more, c. 


Die, 77 igranes, then e 


To thy ſelf a Stranger grown ! 

Shall 3 know from me 

Still I live, and ſhe not free ?----- 
But oh! Love once more bids me try 


Io free the Fair, and die. 


Enter Keeper. 
Thou Keeper of this Scat of Woe, 


- With this (a Soldier to relieve) Rik 
Io the Perſian Princeſs go, [Gives him a Letter. 


And ſhare the Gift I may receive Exit Keeper. 
. Cruel 


— — _—_—— = 


Cruel Pow'rs, to you tis known: |. | ; 
Ho (her Freedom to retrieve) | 
I fought, and loſt my own. . 
But, till 1 both regain, 
Can I her Love obtain ! 
« Unhappy Princes fue i in vain, 
AIR. 
[TN vain is complaining : 
The Way of obtaining 
Is bravely to dare! E 
| Fate eaſe me 
Releaſe me! 
* Paſſion ſo rages, 
ucceſs it engages, 
Or noble. Deſpair. 
In vain is complaining : 


The Way of obtaining 
Is bravely to dare. [Exit Tigranes. 


SCENE IV. 5 


Enter Thomyris. 
AIR. | 
T * on a Crovn attending, 
How preſſing is your Weight ! 
Crouds to the Great are bending ; 
But Cares command the Great: 
Cares, on a Crown attending, | 
How preſſing is your Weight! 
Enter Orontes. 2 
Oron. How plcas'd vere l, cou d I but ſhare, 
Tho not your Empire, yet your Care? Qual 


——— —— — — 
— — — og — 
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Love alone will never leave me, 
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"I T HO MTR F£. 
Bald. Like the Bees thoſe Sweets be ſharing, - 
Still repaiting. 
Empty Drones 


Alone ſhould ſtarve. | 
[She retires and goes off, Baldo e ber all the while, 


SCENE III. A Priſon. 


Tiggranes is diſcover'd in Chains, with a Letter which 


he has been writing. He e riſes. 


1 
Tigr. JOY and Empire are no more. 
Hope and Freedom are no more. 
Fate of Combe does bereave me: 
And deſpairing J adore. : 
Joy and Empire are no more, &c. 


Die, Tigranes, 4 unknown, 
To thy ſelf a Stranger grown ! 
Shall A know from me 
Still I live, and ſhe not free? 
But oh! Love once more bids me try 


| To free the Fair, and die. 


Enter Ke 
Thou Keeper of this Scat of Woe, 


With this (a Soldier to relieve) 


To the Perſian Princels go, (Gives him a Letter. 
And ſhare the Gift I * receive Exit Keeper. 
2 Cruel 


THOMTR IS : 


Cruel Pow'rs, to you tis known 
Ho (her Freedom to retrieve) | 
I fought, and loſt my own. . 
But, till 1 both regain, 
Can I her Love obtain ! 
« Unhappy Princes fac i in vain, 
-- AIR 
JI vain is complaining: 
The Way of obtaining 
Is bravely to dare! f 
| Fate eaſe me! 
Releaſe me! 
My Paſſion ſo rages, 


Succels it engapes, 
Or noble Deſpair. 


In vain is complaining : 
The Way of obraining 


Is bravely to dare. Exit Tigranes. 


SCENE IV. 42 


Enter Thomyris. 
AIR. | 
T bo.( Ares, on a Crown attending, 
How preſſing is your Weight! 
Crouds to the Great are bending; 
But Cares command the Great: 
Cares, on a Crown attending, 
How preſſing is your Weight! 
Enter Orontes. 5 
Oron. How pleas d vere l, cou d I but ſhare, 
Tho not your Empire, yet your Care? 


— 


Qual . 


N 
\ 


4 THOMTRIS 
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Qual piacer, ſe divideſt | rare ft ar 
Pene meco fi moleſle! | - © $5} 04 
= Tho. I thank your Love—But oh! my Son 
F | When you, the Hopes of Scythia, run 


Into the Dangers others ſhun, - 


The Nation fears; I grieve unſeen; 1 25 
And, in the Mother, loſe the Queen. — 


— 


« Then viſely temper and controul 
«© That noble Ardour of your Soul. BG 
* Oron, When you, Great Queen, in Souls inſpire 
« Your more than Amazonian Fire, © 
„Shall I not dare? and with Applauſe? 
c For ſuch a Queen, and ſuch a Cauſe? 
ho. Two Hundred Thouſand Perfrans ſtill 
c Our Plains with War and Horror fill. 


Our Troops are few; but thoſe to join 

The King of Pontus does incline. 

The Pledge of Union is to be 
His beauteous Daughter, bleſt with thee. 

For this the People ſue, this now the State demands 

The Mother counſels; but the Queen commands. 


« Oron. Tho'the Subject muſt comply, 

0 « Great Queen, oh! grant a ſhort Reprieve, 

. « Vet averſe to ſuch a Tye, 

| « To the Son ſome Moments give, 

J « To ſtriye not to den. * r 
« Tho. Think —— But know, ſuperior Fate 


nd 


— 


f 

4} | 

F Dooms the Great 3 

: « To be Victims'of the State. Exit Thom. 
ce Oron. Victims indeed Fou 


— 


You Pow'rs above! 
Oh! muſt I ſacrifice my Love! 
„ ne Enter Cleora. 
Oron. But ſee ! ſhe comes. Oh! how ſhe charms ! 
How ſtruggling Reaſon the diſarms! | 
Forgive, forgive, you Rules of State! 
I yield to Her, and Fate. 
Her very Silence is perſuading. nts 06,26 
There is no Choice, when ſhe's invading. 
Abi! conwien tradir F amore. 
Ma gen viene. O come e bella! 
Contro amor non val ragione. 
Deh! voi maſſime di ſtato, 
Perdonate! io cedo al fato. 
Cleo. Oh! my Bluſhes will reveal 
The Flame I wou'd conceal. 

Oron. Lovely Princeſs, oh! forgive me! 
Turn not from me, do not leave me, 
With a pitying Look reprieve me! 
Preſsd from you my Heart to tear, 

I grow daring by Deſpairr. 
Deh! Mia bella, ah! perdonate! 
Non fugite, e conſolate 

Con un guardo Famor mio! 

Il weder di ſpeme un raggio 

Mi da forxa, e piu coraggio. 


THOMTRIS 1 


— — 


With one Look my Flame approve, 
« And I {wear Eternal Love. 
ce Cleo. Ah! Prince. 
| © Oron. Speak, my Goddeſs ! ſpeak my Fate: 
« I dread nothing, but your Hate. (4 Co. 
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ce Cleo. Ceaſe a Paſſion to _ 0 
C That too ſoon may boch undo. 
« By warring Pow'rs to other Laves gelt 85 4 

« Will chey bear to {ce us join'd? - 
« Ah! no, the lolt Cleora leave, 
. Who only dares to grieve. 


— Ah Prince, I muſt not hear=—you bn not 7 ry 
I ſhall gaze my Heart away. 0 F772 
AIR. „ 70 
Oron. A Lover near deſpairing, DAE 
Bright Charmer mult be daring, 
His Flame "Vos cannot ſmorher, - 
Nor can he love another : 
He mult alone implore you, 
Alone adore you. "A Lover, &Fc. 
Amante diſperato, 
Al fato oppone il core. 
Ofe cimenti, e pera 
Vel alma, che non ſpera 725 
I 1frut dell amore | Amante, &C. is Cape. 


\ 


« Oron. Do but ſuffer me to Love, © 
« And leave the reſt to Fate: 
« Im bleſt enough, if you approve, 
cc But wretched if you hate. 

« Cleo Partial Trial: forc'd Denial! [ Afide. 
cc Pride diſſembles; Reaſon trembles. V 


Be firm, my Mind] Maintain a Sov'reigus Part! 


Let the Head controul the Hear ! "4 
ps 


LET us fly, let us fly our Undoing ! + . 
Love allures us; but Reaſon dcnies. They 


le. 


e. 


E 
Thoſe are caught, who the Chace are purſuing : 
But ſhe's ſafe, and may conquer, who flies. 
Let us fly, let us fly our Undoing : 
Love allures us, but Reaſon denies. [ Exennt. 


——_—. r 8 
— 


ACTI SCENE I 
SCENE A Palace, © 


Enter Thomyris, Orontes, and a Captain of the Guards. 


Tho. ID Time moſt Vict ries loſe their Fame, 
But yours the common Fate diſclaim. 
The conſcious Foes, with Grief, confeſs 
How great their Loſs, and your Succels. 
They miſs their brave Allie, Tigranes. 
Oron. Among the Slain 
For him they've ſought in vain. 
Fin or tra j morti han cercato in vans. 
Tho. Perhaps a Pris'ner, here unknown, 
He may himſelf diſown. | 
Oron. Let Search be made. [To the Captain, who 
Ite a cercarlo. 323 bows and goes ont. 
Tho. Since thus, my Son, ev'n Sov'raigns are 


Subject to the Chance of War, 


Your Nuptials muſt, without Delays, 
Secure our Empire, and our Race. 
To ſuch an Hymen mult I res you ? 


Muſt I ſue ſo long, to bleſs you? 
D Oron. 
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* 0ron. Oh! Mi-call not diſobeying, 
« Gracious Queen, a ſhort delaying ! 
« War commands an inſtant Duty. 
« Let your Soldier ſtrive to prove 
« Worthy Honour, worthy Love, 
« And, by Glory, rife to Beauty. 
«Tho. Oh! Grieve me not with more Delays! 
« By all the Heroes of our Race, 
« By the dear, the moving Name 
« Of thy great Father, by his Fame, 
« By a Nation's Love, and Fears, 
« By thy widow'd Mother's Tears; 


Mother's Tears, that yet diſgrace 


« A Royal Face! 
« Oh! no more, no more delay me ! 
« Kill at once, or now obey me. 


AIR 
E*ER torment me; 
But content me. 
Love repay me! 
Ne'er delay me! 
Love and Duty no Wav'ring allow, 
Why ſo dearly do I love you? 
Could I fear I ne er ſhould move you, 
Ne'er move you till now? 


Ne' er, Gc. 
Oron. Ah! too too much my Soul you move. 
Ye cruel Pow'rs !-—---Oh Tyrant Love [ Aſide. 


Oh 
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Oh Queen! Oh Mother! I for Pity ſue : 
I plead againſt my ſtubborn Heart for you; 
I'm rack d, I'm torn in the Debate: 
I ſtruggle with Averſion ſtrong as Fate. 
I dread Complying, 
I dread Denying, 
More than Dying. 
Ahi! potenze all Alma mia 
Troppo fiere! Ahi! crudo Amore ! 
Deh! Pieta, Regina, e Madre! 
Vell Oggetto, cl? io combatto 
Sol per voi, dentro il mio ſeno, 
E piu forte del mio fato. | 
Temo Ubbidire, 
E negar, piu che morire. 
&:E-K; E 
1 Grieve to ſee your Sorrow; 
Yet would not grieve to die. 
But ſure I'll die to Morrow, 
If I to Day comply. 
I grieve to ſee your Sorrow; 
Vet would not grieve to dies | 
lc 0rontes leads out Thomyris. 
Oh! Dio! Qual pena ſento! | 
Non poſſo no ubbedir. | 
Ah! che r io ti contento, 
E certo il mio morir. | * 
Oh! Dio! &c. Da capo. [Exennt. 


— — 


— — 
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„ The SCENE changes to a Garden. 


« Cleora is diſcover d by a Fountain. 
« A I R. 


cc 1899 Pleaſures ne'er relieve me, 
cc 


Lonely Pleaſures only grieve me. 
« Streams are flowing, 
* Flow'rs are growing» 
«Birds are courting, 
« Zephirs blowing; 
« All is ſporting. 
« But how can I fare 
«Thoſe quiet Joys, 
ce While Love, with Care, 
& In Abſence here, 
e My Soul employs? 
ce Bring my Charmer near me 
te Oh! then you'll chear me. | 
Enter Media, with a Letter, which fhe delivers 
to Cleora, 2 
« Med. A Fellow Captive, in Diſtreſs, 


This by his Keeper ſends you. 


« Not ſuffer'd nearer you to prels, 
« At Diſtance he attends you. oh Uh wi; 
c Cleo. What do I read !----Ye Pow'rs,:*tis too ſevere 
« Armenia's King, unknown, in Fetters here! 
«© The Man I cannot love, nor hate, 
« Striving to fave me, ſhares my Fate. 
« Unhappy Prince! too late; alas! you move: 
« Fortune has intercepted Love. The 
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ce The Heart is gone, for which you ſue. 
« Yet ſome Eaſe I'll ſtrive to bring; 
« And ſhow how I revere in you 
« The Choice of Cyprus, and the King, 
ce Sure I ſome Pity may diſcover 
« To the Friend, tho not the Lover. [Exit Cleora. 


Enter Baldo. He ſtops Media who is following Cleora. 
Bald. My Charmer ! | 
Med. My Tormenter. 

Bald. Stay. 
Med. 1 dare not. 
Bald. You may venture. 

Tell me, Queen of my Defire, 

When will Love reward the Fire 

Of the Prince, and of the Squire} 

Med. For the Prince, all may go well: 
But for you I cannot tell. 
Bald. Don't you love me? 
Med. No, not I. 
Bald. How? not leve me! That's uncommon ! 

What's the Reaſon ? OMIA So 

Med. I'm a Woman, 
Bald. Give a better. 
Med. Why, thou Creature, 

Muſt a Woman give you many, 

And you Lover's ne'cr have any? 
Bald. Prithee tell me! 

Med. In good Nature, now I will--- 


Know 
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Know, I value Reputation; 
And by thy Looks, and by my Skill 
foreſce 
What a Monſter thou'rt to be. 
Thy Wife, ſpight of Inclination, 
Muſt be kind to all the Nation. 
— | 
No more for Wedlock importune: 
In Pity I'll tell you your Fortune. 
Know, how will prove your Spouſe. 
She'll rant, 
She'll ſtray, 
She'll paint, 
She'll play, 
She'll rope, 
Elope, 
She'll fall to all, and arm your Brows. 
She can't prevent _— 7. 
Then reſt contented. 
She can't prevent it, if ſhe's your Spoule. 


She can't prevent it, ſhe'll arm your Brows. 


« If then you rave, and curſe, _ 
« She'll plague you vorſe 
© With a Clack never failing; 
ce Railing, wailing, ever ailing, 
_ © Pouting, glouting, 
Oh! how ſhe'll ſwinge your Purle ! 
« Wife will ſtumble, 
« Husband grumble, 


« Still 'twill be worſe, and worle. 


She 
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She can't prevent it, ſhe'll arm your Brows. 


Bald. 1 will prevent it, if you're my Spouſe 


Tho' now Husbands neyer mind it, - 
Nothing, when you're mine, will pain me. 
I'll ply you, Child, you'll find it 
Work enough to entertain me. 
AIR | 
O you think fo warm a Lover 
For a Jelt vill cer give over? 
No, no; I your Secret can diſcover. 
You to try me 
Seem to fly me. 
For, what Beauty can deny me? 
Do but view me, 
I've ſuch Charms, if ere you knew me, 
Tho' I ſhunn'd you, you'd purſue me. 
Do you think ſo warm a Lover 
For a Jeſt will e er give over? | 
Med. Prithee, Fellow, why fo preſſing, 
Yer fo negligent of Dreſling 2 
So N needing 
Air, and Breeding, 
You diſgrace one with Careſſing. 
SK - 
HAT Lover ever 
| Can hope for Fayour, 
But muſt endeavour 
To charm the Fair? 
He makes Advances 
By Sighs, and Glances; 


. 


*. 
* 


ir 


He ſings, and dances, 
And mends his Air. 
Then now to caſe me, 
Pray ceaſe to teize me, 
Firſt learn to pleaſe me, 
And then deſpair. 
What Lover ever can hope for Favour, 
But muſt endeavour ro charm the Fair? e&c. 
Bald. A better way I' pleaſe my Dear. 
Sighs and Glanccs, 
Foppiſh Fancies, 
Soft and tender 
Might oftend her : 
Honeſt Roughneſs gains the Fair. 
a1 K: 
W O can ſee, tho' of late tis ſo common, 
A Fop, aping the Airs of a Woman; 
Four long Hours waſte in dreſſing, 
Not one in Poſſeſſing? 
While his Time in dull Ogling he paſſes, 


And bows to new Faces, | He bows in an affet- 


And makes Grimaces, ed manner. 
How wretched his Cale is! 
While he dances — [Baldo dances. 


[The Mufick ſtriking up in the middle of the Song. 
Another embraces 
Who can ſee, G c. 
Come, come let us be Poſſeſſing. 
Med. No, no, no Dreſſing, no Poſſeſſing. 
[Media ug off, and Baldo follews her. 
SCENE 
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SCENE II. A Priſm 


e Tigr. Without Freedom, Life's a Vain. 

« Without Love, we live in vain. 

ce Love and Freedom diſagree: 

ce How can Hope then comfort me, 

« Without Love's Sweets, and Liberty ? 

« Hope's but a Flatterer, that deludes, to pleaſe: 
ce Life's but a Pain, and Death our only Eaſe. 


_ 4 Light is diſcoverd. 
What Splendor dares invade a Cave 
Familiar with the Night ! 
Thoſe Beams, that Heav'n as Bleſſings gave, 
Now wound my Eyes, grown Strangers to the Light. 
Enter Cleora with Attendants, who keep at a Diſtance. 
Tigr.Ye Pow'rs! What Goddeſs, lower than the Grave 
Thus condeſcends to charm, and fave, 
So raviſhingly bright! 
Cleo. Tigranes | Oh! [Weeps diſcovering him. 
Tigr. ITis Cleora! oh! tis ſhe. 
Cleo. Oh! killing Sight! 
Tigr. Oh Joy! oh Pain! Confuſion, yet Delight: 
Cleo. Heav'ns! without Pity can you ſee 
Majeſty in Miſery! 
Tigr. Cruel Fortune! Fate unkind ! 
I in Chains, and ſhe confin'd! 
Cleo. Brave Tigranes, oh! forbear ! 
For my fake thoſe Chains you wear : 
Will you teach me to deſpair ? 
I, tho' a Captive, like the Free, 
May taſte the Sweets of Liberry. 
Bur I ſhare, till I relieve you, 
The Pains that grieve you. 
Tigr. Oh! at once you fill with Joy, 


Bleſs me leſs, or you'll deſtroy. _ E « Proud . 
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« Proud of Ruin, Free in Chains, 


My Soul revels, Pleaſure reigns. 


« When I ventur'd all to free you, 
« Fortune to the Foe betray'd me. 
« But now, when ſo kind I ſee you, 
« Pitying Heay'n has o'er-pay'd me. 


AI R. 
Trike me, Fate! now no Danger alarms me, 
Tho' tis dreadful to fall when ſo high. 
Spare her only who pities, and charms me; 
My fond Soul hence with Pleaſure ſhall fly. 
Strike me, Fate! now no Danger alarms me, 
Tho! tis dreadful to fall when fo high. 
Cleo. apart. Turn ingrate, rebellious Heart, 
Whom a Foe alone can move! 
Oh! I cannot tear the Dart. 
Gratitude my Tears impart ; 
But Pity will not turn to Love. 


» 


*Tigr. Again you Weep! Oh! now you pain me, 
« Am I worth the Tears I coſt ? 
« Ah! no, you weep your Freedom loſt. 
Why like a Slave, ye Pow'rs, d'ye chain me, 
ce I'm a King, no more detain me. 
«© Why ſleeps your Thunder? 
cc Wake, and ſtrike my Bonds aſunder. 


ATI 
Cleo. YH! in Pity ceaſe to grieve me! 
Do but live, Fate will relieve me. 
Joy and Pleaſure may return, 
Tigr. Oh! in Pity ceaſe to grieve me! 
Do but ſmile, Fate will relieve 'me. 
Joy and Pleaſure will return. 


F Cleo. 
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eee ena 


Cleo. 
Tigy 
Cleo. “ Your Deſpair is too tormenting. 
Tigr. ** Oh! your Sorrow's too tormenting. 
« Both. Grief redoubles, when you mourn: 


« Oh in Pity, &c. 


— 


* alone may be lamenting. 


Enter Orontes and Attendants. 
Oron.apart.Death to my Hopes! what do 1 hear and ſee! 
My souls untun'd with envy'd Harmony. 
Juſt were my Doubts. Oh! how my Soul is mov'd; 
Sure 'tis Tigranes, or a Riyal lov'd. 
Deh che wedo, ed ahi! che Sento ? 
Giuſti dubbi del mio Core! 
Non m'inganno, egli e Tigrane, 
O um riwale del mio amore. 
Cleo. The Prince of Scythia ! oh! my Shame! [ Aſide. 
Tigr. Fatal Turn 
Oron. Happy he, who here to mourn 
May Cleora's Prelence claim ! 
Lieto lui, chi pianger puote 
Di Cleora innanxi agli occhi! 
Cleo. Rather wretched thoſe who grieve, 
When we have only Tears to give. 
Doubly wretched in Deſpair, 
When you envy 'em a Tear. 
Oron. Oh! you my Fears can ne'er remoye. 
The Springs of Pity flow like Love. 
No; d amor dalla ſorgente 
Di Pieta deriva il pianto. 
Igr. Tho Love and Pity now were joining, 
Why ſhould you be repining ? | 
Oron. What vanquiſh'd Foe dares talk ſo high? 


Qual Vinto mai os parlar fi franco? 
FE 11 Tigr. 
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Tigr. A Soul unconquer'd dares all Foes defic. 
Oron. Ah! tis Tigranes fure-----'tis he. 
Ben m auveggo, egli e Tigrane. 
Tigr. Tis I; ſtill Royal, ſpight of Fate 
In Rage I loſe my Shame. 
Undaunted, and in Ruin great, 
The Lion is the ſame. | 
Oron. Then know. But, Guards, from Chains 
Firſt ſer him free 
Know, I'll not yield my beauteous Prize to thee. 
Sappi dungue-----Ma ſciogliete, | 
Guardie, pria le ſue catene----- 
La mia bella a te non cedo. 
Tigr. Not yield her! Fate, oh once be kind: 
Set me but free, the Fair ſhall be reſign d. 
Do you, my Goddeſs, but conſpire 
With Cyrus, and my Fire, 
From Chains I dare to Heav'n aſpire. 
Oron. Ah! Princeſs ! 
Ah! Principeſſa ! | 
Cleo. I dare not think of Love or Hate: 
Tis Cyrus over-rules my Fate. 
5 : 
Oron. GAY, mult I then deſpair? 
Will you, my cruel Fair, 
No more regard me? 
Oh! grant me Love again! 
Or let me ne er complain: 
With Death reward me. 
Dimmi, pieta ed amor, 
Bella, non ha il tuo Cor 
Per chi F adora? 
Ri ſolviti d amar: 
O fe deggio penar, pI 
Laſcia chio moro. Cleo. 
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Cleo. OH! Leave me to deſpair 
From Hope, and all that's dear, 
My Fate debarr'd me. 
Oron. Say, mult I then deſpair? &c. 
Dimmi, pietà ed amor, &c. 
Cleo. Oh! Leave me to deſpair, Cc. 
Cleora retires, Orontes following her, both 
ſinging all the while. Exeunt. 
Tigr. She's gone! ſhe's gone! the conqu'ring Foe pur- 
She's yielding----Oh ! I loſe her. [ſues her. 
A I R. | 
dg E Horrors of this hollow Grave, 
Redouble! Fill me, till I rave! 
Riſe, ye Furies: Awake, and rage 
With my Senſe you a War mult wage. 
Deſpair ! Deſpair ! | 
Why muſt I languiſh here? 
Let me die; not complain! 
Oh! Reaſon, leave me. 
Life with thee is but a Pain, 
And will but grieve me. 


SCENE Iv: als 
Enter Cleora, follow'd by Orontes. 


Oron. Stay, cruel Beauty ! 
Soon, call'd by Duty, 
To kinder War I'll go. 

Since you leave me, 
And no Pity ſhow, 

Death will not grieve me. 
Reſta, o cruda! il mio dowere 
Alla guerra gia mi chiama. 
Se mia Vita a Voi non preme, 
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Sol la morte e la mia Speme. 

Cleo. Firſt by War, and you undone, 
Greater Dangers yer I ſhun. | 
Cruel Prince, while you purſue me, 

Love, and you, may more undo me. 
TR. f 
H! I muſt fly! 
Ceaſe to try 
To charm me! 
In yain my Heart you move. 
No Hope appears; 
Cruel Fears 
Alarm me. 
I dare not love: I dare not love. 
What could you claim, 
Should your Flame 
Eier warm me? 
Duty and Fate allow no Return. 
Hopeleſs, alas! would you -ſee me burn? 
5 Oh! I muſt fly, Sec. 
N Enter Thomyris. 
. Oron. The Queen! [Exit Cleora. 
| La Regina! | 

Thom. aſide. My Son, and that lovely Foe ! 
: Sure their Looks betray'd Surprize ! 
bl In my Breaſt ſome Doubts ariſe, | 
N Which yet I dread the gazing Croud ſhould know. 
F A Sov'raign's Thought muſt (till be lying 
| Deep, to ſcape the Vulgar's prying. 

; Oron. Freed from tink as ſoon as known, 
. Great Queen, Tigranes is remaining. 


Tho diſtreſs'd, 
4 6e Not deprels'd, 


cc In 
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© In ſullen State by Choice alone, 
ce Favour from a Foe diſdaining. 


E Tigrane in voſtro mano. 
Non fi toſto lo counobb; 


Che lo reſi in Libertade. 
Tho. Your Valour vanquiſh'd him before; 


By gen'rous Care ſubdue him more, 
His Wants preventing. 


« To you the Royal Foc I leave, 
cc Sure Favours to receive, 
« Tho' not conſenting. 


AFR 
A While tho' Conqueſt charms me, 
Compaſſion ſoon diſarms me, 
And melts my tender Heart. 
Let Pity do her Part. 
The greateſt Joy 
We have 
Is when we kindly fave 
Thoſe whom we may deſtroy. 
A while, Ge. | [ Exeunt. 
Enter Baldo, fantaſtically dreſs d. 
Bald. What Plague is like Dreſſing ! To work I'm well 
In all her odd Whims, I mult nick a Cocquet. [{er, 
This Maggot of Coupling 
Now makes me a Fopling ; 
All larded with Gold, ſtuff d with Ribbons and Lace, 
Still fiddling, ro mend a damn'd finical Dreſs. 
Oh! what a Fatigue, to ſer off a good Face. 
AIR. 
Caves to the Faſhion, 
What Slay'ry can be worſe ? 


—— 


Slaves 
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Yaves to Love's Paſſion, | 
You need no other Curſe. * 
The Modes like Women vary; 
Love plagues us till we marry ; 
Then we're eas d of both in courle. 
Slaves to the Faſhion, 
What Slav'ry can be worſe. 
Enter Media. 

Bald. Oh! yonder comes Media! my Charms I muſt 
Med. Bleſs me! what Monſter do! fpy ! try. 
Bald. My Goddeſs, tis I. | 

Look, languiſh, and die! Look and die! 

Med. Away, Fool, away! : 
Young Foplings divert us, when handſom and gay : 
But an old Fop is dull every way. 

Bald. Try me well c're this you ſay. 

Med. No worle Plague could e're befall thee. 

Bald. What would I not do, to maul thee! 

AIR. 

Med. Seon e' er the Fair diſdain you, 
ä Leave her, and learn to range! 
In vain complain you; 
The more ſhe'll hate and chain you. 
Hate her again, and change ! 
Shou'd cer the Fair diſdain you, 

Leave her, and learn to range 

Bald. Pray what nice Lover 
Proves a Rover, 

Till the Whim of Love is over? 
I would leave you, you ſo fret me; 


But Point of Honour will not let me. 


Then any other Task command me, 


And if 1 don't perform, disband me. 


Med. You'll not do it. 
Bald, I will. 
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Med. 1 fear it. 
Bald. On this truſty Sword I ſwearir.[ Draws bis Sword 
Med. Kill your ſelf then No denying. 
Bald. I deny! See, — I'm complying. 
Hold I might ſpoil this Face by dying, 


""* Mii. Go! A Cowan ncer can char me, 
ce Valour only can diſarm me. 


bub 
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Bald. Well, ſince you will my Valour try, 
I'll to the Bed of Honour fly, 
And return in yours to dic. 
A I R. 
| WIr wou'd I not do to gain you? 
TIE turn Hero, to obtain you. 
Still by cunning Ways you fire me 
Still by Arts you raiſe, while another wou'd tire me. 
Love a hungry ſtill is favning. 
But when fl fed falls a yawning. 
Let my Dear {till tantalize me! 
She invites, while ſhe denies me. 
Love, like War, has Toils and Tortures. 
But all's forgot, 
When ve re got 
Into. good Quarters. | She runs flog 1 be 1 her. 
Enter Tigranes in a Princely Dreſs, Orontes with him. 
Tigr. To your Favour much I owe: 
I find Friendſhip in a Foe. 
But how ſoon my Bleſſings end ! 
I find a Rival in the Friend. 
Tho' I by you Cleora ſee, 
The —_ Pleaſure once to me, 
When this I by a Rival gain, 
The greateſt Pleaſure turns to Pain. 
FE Oron. 
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Oroit. Repine not at the Joys I ſhare, - 


Tho' hopeleſs of polleſſing 
To lee the Fair, a 
Is ſtill a Bleſſing. 
Pago ſon di tal piacere 
Sol weder la e mia fortuna, 
Se non ſpero de godere. 
AIX. 5 
HE Chains of Love I wear, 
I burn, and I deſpair. 
Yer bleſs my Charmer. 


Too great wou'd be my Joy, 
The Pleaſure vou d deſtroy, 


Cou'd my Flame warm her, 
The Chains, &5c. | 
La Stella a te crudel, 
E pur meco infedel, 
Sott altro aſpetto; 
E il raggio ſuo fatal 
Ma del ſuo crudo ſtral 
Ha per oggetto. 
La Stella, &c. Da Capo 
Tigr. Oh! lead me back to Dungeons and to Chains, 
Or let me looſe, to end my Pains. | 
My Heart can no Rival bear; 
Jealous, ev'n.of your Deſpair. 
Enter Cleora. 
Oron. Since uneaſie ſtill you prove, 
Impatient of my hopeleſs Love; 
I Ki Advantages diſclaim, - | 
Unworthy of my Love, and Fame 
Tis at an Army's Head alone 
A Prize ſo noble ſhou'd be von 
Your Freedom to Cleora owe, 
Now, as ſhe pleaſes, ſtay, orgo! Exit Orontes 


/ 


_— 


THOMTRIS. 
Lil mio amor ti reca pena, | 
Non vu alcun diritto indegno 
Del mio amor, e di mia gloria. 
Alla teſta dell Armata 
Vud acquiſtar premio ſi bello: 
Sora libero tu ſei, | 
A Cleora tu lo dei: 
' lei piace, reſta, o vanne ! 
AIX. 6 
Cleo. E Pow'rs! Oh! let me know, 
What Reaſon ought to ſway ? 
Shall I ſay, ſtay, or go? | | 
Shall 1 ay, go, or ſtay? 
There's ſomething in my Heart, 
Thar tells me we thou d part: 
But yet, when this I move, 
'Tis thought a Wrong to Love. 
He'll ſay I diſdain :- 
He'll rage, and complain. 
I dare not ſay, ſtay, nor go; go, nor ſtay. 
Le Powr's, oh! let me know, 
What Reaſon ought to ſway ! 


I read my Sentence in your Eyes. 
Yet fo well I Love, Tl caſe you, 
Nay die to pleaſe you. 
Sg”  - 
| F: HO' in vain I ſtrive to gain you, 
I may die, no more to pain you. 
Farewel then, thou Beauty's Treaſure ! 
: Ripe for falling, 
J | Honour calling, 
Hopes of Death are all my Pleaſure. 
; | F 2 
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7. er Oh no more your Thoughts diſguiſe. 
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Tuo in vain I ſtrive to gain you, 
1 may die, no more to pain you. [ar Tigrazes 
Re-enter Orontes. 
Oron. Lovely Mourner, (till. woy gricye you? 2 

I, alas! too ſoon mult leave you. | 
Happy yet, if with a Tear 
You, my Love —— 

Ah! che piangi, o Bella? Io vado 
Ma felice, Sal mio amore 
F accompagna il tuo dolore. ——— _ 
Cleo. The Queen is near 

« Suffer me to hide, by Flight, 


My Diſorder from her Siggt. [Exit Cleora. 
Enter 'Thomyris. 33 
Tho. aſide. What did J hear: . 


Fatal Beauty, Vouth's Decoy, 
Blaſts a Parent's Hope, and Joy. 
But I'll ſeem not yet to know —— 
To him. Come, my Son, no more beſtow 
Your Hours on a conquer 'd Foe. 


« Danger's ready to purſue you, 
Let not Perſian Pow'r ſubdue you 
« Foes unvanquiſh'd are appearing; 
« Wary Chiefs, with Numbers daring. 
« Haſte, again the Slaves defeat 
« Be ſtill your (elf, ſtill truly great! 
« Haſte, * the World, and do the Work of * 
% Cyrus the Grand, by you declinin, 
“His Glory to your Arms reſigning, 
« Still ſhall raiſe your high Renown. 
t Immortal Laurels ſhall the Hero crown, WO | 
Who ſtrikes the Elow I guide, 
« And throws Ambition down. 


—_—_—_— "* 
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A Gain be victonous! 
Be glorious! 
Bright Honour is calling; 
Ambition is falling. 
Eternally be glorious 
Again, Go. 5 


% 
ACT Il. SCENE 1 
SCENE A Garden] | 
Euter Cleora. 
Cleo. T OVE in Abſence finds no Eaſe; 
Crouds, diverting, but diſpleaſe: 
This dark, this melancholick Grove 
Suits my Sadneſs, and my Love. 


Exeunt. 


— —_ 


Ye feather'd Songſters, round me flying, 


Courting, - 
Sportin 

Oy Cine Ain ; 
Oh! did you but feel my Anguith, 
Soon you'd change your Notes, and languiſh. 

SER "My 
Perry Warblers, ceaſe to hover. 

Pretty Warblers, help a Lover. 

From your Joys a Moment borrow : 
Tune your Muſick to my Sorrow. 

Join, and anſwer, when I mourn. 


_ Grief alone is too rormenting ; 


There's a Pleaſure in lamenting, | 
My Complaint when you return. 
Pretty Warblers, G G 8. 2 
Euter Thomyris. INE 
© Tho.afide. While choſen Bands, by young Orontes led, 
<©Prels the retreating Foe, © Who, 
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Who, from our growing Army, dread 
« A fatal Blow; | 
«I come as great a Danger to remove; 
ce And ſave him from the Harms of Love.-- 
« She's here; I'll ſtrive to know 
ee If ſhe loves him. 
Jo Clcora.] Will you ſtill your Fare bemoan ? 
a * Still indulge your G Grief alone? 


' The. Lov'd and dd every ; heres + 
What ſhould pain you, grieving Fair? 
Sure you mourn an abſent Lover. 

Cleo. afide. Oh! my Leoks my Flame diſcover. 

Tho. Ev'n your Bluihes I will ſpare: 

I'll be kind beyond defiring. 
Since now before my Son I hear 
Perſia's Army is rearing, 
For your Return you may prepare. 
Tho' Juſtice might reſtrain you, 
Clemency will not detain you. 
Cleo. aſide. Cruel Kindneſs! 
Tho. apart. Her Looks her Love betray. 
To her.] Are you not pleas'd? 
Cleo. Oh! with Favours now you pain me. 
Ho {hall I my Debt repay ! 
So much you bleſs, 
It griev d me leſs 
To be confin'd, than now to go away. 


—— 


« Ev'n your Foes, admiring, ſhare | 
« The Bleſſings of your gentle Sway: 
« Thrice happy thoſe, who ever here 
« Your loy'd Commands obey ! 
«<A 1K, 
* H O” boaſted Freedom, priz d above Meaſure, 
Once ſeem da Treaſure; « Now 
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« Now in Confinement Time I'm employing, 
« More Eaſe enjoying. Se 
« So Birds impriſon'd ſing, and ne er complain. 
« Pleas'd with their Leiſure, 
ec Time turns to Pleaſure, 
&« What was a Pain. 
| © Tho' boaſted, &c. | 
« Tho. How {laviſh muſt thaſe Spirits be, 
ce Who loſe the very Senſe of Liberty! Ws 
e Bleſt Freedom, loſt are thoſe who loſe thee, 
e Doubly loſt thoſe who refuſe thee. 


AIR. 
IN vain, in vain is Delay 
Near falling, 
Duty calling, 
Tis Time to go away. 
No more your ſelf betray! 
When Reaſon 
Frees from Priſon, | 
No free-born' Soul would ſtay. 
In vain is Delay. 
Cleo. Thus obliging, you undo. 
What is Freedom, loſing you? 
9 | 
Tho. When Duty's requiring, 
4 How ſweet is obeying, ER 
Hop fatal delaying ? _— 
Cleo. Your Virtues admiring, 
How ſweet is delaying, | 
Our Moments repaying 2 _ 
Tho. In vain do you preſs me! 
Oh why do you preſs me? | 
Cleo. Oh why do you preſs me? 
Detain me to bleſs me. 
| How ſwect, &&c. 


O— 


[Event Thom. and Cleo. 
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Enter Media, follows by Baldo in a a warlike Habit. 
IX. 
Bald. Ha: when Love and Honour calls . : 
Tho ſome other might maul you, 

No Harm now can betal you, 

Your Anger rakes me down. RY) 
Take my Heart, my Love to cron. 
Let me garriſon the Town; 
Then, then, let me hang or drown. 

Med. Follow your Prince! Go join his Army ! 
Dare to be kill'd, and then, then, then, you'll charm me. 

Bald. 1 ſtay'd behind, from him to bear 
A Meſſage to his Princely Fair, 

Med. You have your Anſwer : 
What more d'ye want, Sir? 
Bald. Some kind Token of your Favour; ; 
And then your Soldier's made for ever. 

„ Y 5 
Med. 2 AN you leave ranging No 
| Ne'er "think of changing No. 
And conſtant grow. No. 5 
Reform and marry--—- No. 
In Love ne er vary. No. 
You'd ſoon grow weary, 
And from me go. 
You'd wiſh to leave me. 
I'd wiſh to leave you. 
You would deceive me. 
I would deceive you. | 
Your Fate you know. . , — 

Can you leave ranging, and conſtant grow? cc. 

Bald. in Imitation of Media, 8 
I'd nc'er grow veary. No. 
Nor from you 9. No. 


Ly 0 . by. 6 4 


\ 


ONT. ˙ SD av þ 
Med. Will nothing fright you out of Love? 
Then know, T'Il ne'er your Flame approve. 
What cer of Conſtant Love is ſaid; E 
Of che dull Whim we're all afraid. | 
Our Flame we muſt ſmother, | l 
When tir'd of cach other. 1 
{ Ou'd you charm us? ; - "I 
V Wou'd you warm us? | 
Learn to rove, and hide your Paſſion, | 
Ev'ry Fair by Turns be courting, | 4 
Never ſerious, ever ſporting ; 
Whining Love is out of Faſhion. | 
Wou' d you, c. | | Exit. 
Bald. Who knows where to have her! | 
In vain I endeayour. | 
Oh! I cou'd rail; I cou'd rave; I cou'd curſe ; 
I cou'd wed her for Spight —I cou'd— never do worſe. 
No; wiſely Ill go, 
And turn my Fury on the Foe. 
Tho? wild, like Fortune, now I find her, 
My brave Exploits may make her kinder. 
AIR. 
Arewel Love, and every Plcaſurc ! 
Honour calls, and we muſt part. 
War from you now claims my Leifurc. 
I'll go raiſe my Fame, and Treaſure : 
Storm, and Plunder ; 
Fight, and Thunder : | 
Then at laſt I'll bring you under. 
Gold and Conqueſt gain the Heart. 
Farewel Love, and ev'ry Pleaſure ! 


Honour calls, and we muſt part. [ Exeunt. 
G 
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SCENE IL 4 Bee Tenn. 
Orontes ſleeping, and chain d. Guards about him. 


After a ſhort piece of Inſtrumental Mzſick, proper for a 
Sleep. Enter Tigrancs. 


Tier. © E ſleeps ! ſtill Happy, ſpight of Fate. 
ED Of Quiet he partakes; 
* Kind Dreams upon his Slumbers wait. 
* I envy him this eaſie State, 
The Jealous ever wakes— 


9 


r n Wer © c — 


Wake, Orontes ! wake, ariſc ! | 
Orontes awakes ; and, logking about, ftarts up in 
| a great Surpriſe. "2 
Oro. Ha! ſure I dream What Objects ſtrike my Eyes! 
To Arms — My Sword Ha! Chain'd-— 
T ipranes here! 
My Edllow Soldiers 
Ah ! chio ſogno— che remiro 
Sttrano oggetto ! allarmi, all armi. 
Ia mia Spada Ahi ! fon legato 
Qui T igrane . Miei Soldati |!—— ; 
Tigr. Surpriz'd, like you, Death, or your Chains 
| ( they ſhare. 


Retreating Cyrus, preſfs'd by yOu, 
His Camp did to the Foe reſign, 
Wich Daintics ſtor'd, and treach'rous Wine, 
Your Scythians to ſubdue. 
Lethargic Drugs, mix'd with, the gen'rous Juice, 
Soon did to Sleep your wearied Troops, reduce Me 8 
| (e It 


how — 
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* With Eaſe a Grave they found in every Bed; 
* Buried in Wine and Sleep, already like the Dead. 
Oro, Oh! Fraud alone of Vi&try cou'd deprive em. 
Kill me! Why ſhou'd I ſurvive em | 
ColParte ſol tu vincergli potevi 
Se Popra woot compir, me pure utcid! ! 
Tigr. Brave Orontes, you muſt live. 
Oro. No; I hate the Life you give. 
No; fe tu me la doni, odlo la vita. 
Tigr. Live. i 
Oro. No; let me die. 
No laſcia chio mora. 
Tipr. Live, from Revenge Cleora to retricyc. 
Oro. Oh! her Name forces a Reprieve. 
Ah ! queſto nome fol mi chiama in vita. 
Tigr. Promiſe to reſign the Fair, 
And now FI ſet you free. 
Oro. Death, or Slav'ry, let me bear; 
But claim her not of me! 
Clio la ceda ? mai non fia. 
Morte, e catene ſoffriro ben pria. 


Fate enough co you is kind; 
* You're tree, approv'd, and I confin'd. 
Jigr. Who knows what Fate deſigns ! 
* I dread too ſudden Joys. 
When the glitt'ring Lightning ſhines, 
soon the Thunderbolt deſtroys. 


— — 
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„ 3 88 
I Nhappy Lovers are ne er contented: 
Lamenting, tormented, | 
. t 
My Fair diſdains me; 
Honour reſtrains me; 
Jcalouſic pains me; | 
In vain I mourn. Unhappy, Oc. 


— 


* Oro. The ſame my Paſſions, worſe my Woes : 
„My Fair, and Fate, my Joys oppoſe. 
Leet Valor then the double Cauſe decide; 
* Honour's firſt, then Love's be try'd. 
Zy Oroſmades by the Sun I (wear, 
Jo her own Choice, I'll leave the Fair. 
* Firſt releaſe me, as I freed you, 
* Then let me fall, if ſhe's decreed you. 
Tigr. © Be wiſe, comply! 
* Reſolve, no more to love her, or to die. 


„ K 


Oron. Without her, Life no Joys can give. 
No more to love her! *tis no more to live. 
Senza lei, piacer non ſento. 

Se non Famo, piu non vivo. 


AIR. 
O more to love her! 
Ah, no! Ill ne'er give over. 
Ere I comply, 
. 
I prize no Joy above her. 


Cron. 
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Love chains my fond Heart. | 
In vain from her you tear me: | 4 
* We ner can part. | 1 
She's here, ſhe's ever ncar me. ; 
No more, Oc. 1 
Ch'io piu non Fami! ; 
Ah ! no: morro ben pria. 
. Vorrebbe i cor, 
No. nol potra mai. 
Ella e crudel; 
Ma che piu bella aſſai : 
EIP e infedel ; 
Loſo; ma cio non fia. [a Capo. 
Tigr. Honour has conquer'd: Gen rous Foe, 


Take Liberty, the Debt I owe. 
[The Guards ſet Orontes free. 


Oro, I thank Tigranes : Tho' now Life's a Pain. 
Like Friends we'll part, like Focs to meet again. 
Benche il viver ſia tormento, 

0 Tigrane, io ti ringrazia 
Amici or Siam, ci rividrem nemici. 


Tigr. 1 No Hopes can diſcover. 
Oron. I deſpair, yet I love her. 


Both. Like War's are Love's Alarms: 
Tho! Fatal are the Charms, 
Who can give over * 
In van ſoſpiro, e bramo. 
Non poſſo piu ſperar ; 
E pur io amo. 


Exeunt ſeverally. 
SCENE" 


&& TWO MYTR1TS-. 
SCE N E III. 4 Palace. 
Enter Media, Baldo. 


Med. HE grieving Princeſs co reviye, 
Is there no Hope, he's yet alive? 
Bald. Oh! Let the loſing World complain. 
Scythias's Brave Prince, our other Hope 1s ſlain. 
Tho' great Numbers *ſcap'd by Flight, 
He, with the reſt, fell in the Night. 
While with our Queen the Nation mourns, 
Grief to revengeful Fury turns. 
Our Troops, of whom the Van alone 
Forc'd Perfia's Camp, then were by Fraud o'erthrown, 
Now more wary grown, 
Retreat, but to give the Foe 
A nobler Overthrow. | 
Med. The Princeſs comes Away you might enrage 
The Grief I wou'd aſſwage. Exit. Bald. 


| Enter Cleora. 
A 
H Y muſt Sorrow for ever attend me, 
Never end me ! 
How long muſt I crave 
For Death, and the Grave ! 
Hopes are loſt What I mourn 
Can ne'er return. | 
Life's all Anguiſh: 
We but Languiſh, 
And our Loſs deplore, 
When Love 1s no more. 


Cleo. 
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Med. Why ſhou'd you crave | 
For Death and the Grave ? 
Old Maids in Deſpair 
All Hopes may give over. 
But the Young, and the Fair, 
Chuſe Life, and a Lover. By 
AIR. | 
HEN One's gone, ner keep a Pother. 
Get another! get another! 
Youth and Beauty ſhould be gay. 
Cheer up, and again be ſhining, 
Never whining, 
Nor repining : 
Among Lovers that's the Way. 


Cleora goes out, and Media follows her, ſinging to her. 
[Exeunt:. 


Enter Thomyris. 
Tho. Weep no more! ar weep unſeen, 
Hopcleſs Mother; mournful Queen! 

Tho' deepeſt in a Royal Breſt, 

Woe muſt be born, yet not expreſt. 
Oh! thou, my only Hope, my Son, 
While I retire to weep alone, 

Nobler mourning Scythia owing, 
Shall with her Tears ſee Perſian Blood. o'erflowing;. 
A1 I. 
Umble Shepherds, Grief may pain you: 
But no Forms in Woe reſtrain you. 
Your Complaint the Pain aſſwages. 
Fate with greater Anguiſh tries me; 
Yet the common Cure denies me. 
Grief oppos'd, more fiercely rages. 


Emer 
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Enter Media, who throws her ſelf haſtily at 


the Queen's Feet. 


Med. Help ! Gracious Queen ! Grant Innocence 


(Relief. 
Tho. Who dares intrude on Royal Gricf? © 
Med. Oh ! Pardon! In this dreadful ""_ 
Be Great in Mercy, as in Pow'r ! 
Unleſs you fave, Cleora dies, 
Devored by the Crowd, an impious Sacrifice. 
Tho. Oh! She leſs wretched yet than ey” 
But Juſtice bids me intervene: 
The weak from Lawleſs Rage to free, 
And ſtill exert the Queen. 
Like the Thunder, Guilt alarming, 
Royal Frowns the World can awe. 


" Heay? n with Pow'r our Hands is arming 


* To maintain, and give the Law. EE 
¶Exeunt. 


—— - — — —ê 


SCENE IV. A Temple. 
Enter Cleora as a Victim, Priefts, and People. 


Cleo. EAR ye Scythians, Cer I fall! 
Heav'n, hs a 3 Victim's Call. 
Ye Pow'rs, my welcome Dear forgive! 
To meet my Love, my Soul is flying. 
Since for him I could not live, 
With Joy for him I'm dying. 


Enter 


Enter Thomyris, Guards, Media, and other Attendants. 


Tho. Forbear !— Hold your Impious Hand ! 
Reſign the Royal Maid! *Tis I command. 
Guards ! To my Tent attend her. | 
When I Protect, who dares offend her? < 

Cleo. Why muſt I thank you for the Life I hate? 
Great Queen, how wretched is my Fate 

Ex. Cleora, Media, and ſome Guards. 

7 ho. Then what is mine! Was ever known 
So Bricy d a Mother, or fo dear a Son 
He's loſt ; not vanguiſh'd, but betray'd. 

My Hope, my Joy, my Son, my Darling's dead 

Scythians, here our Loſs bewailing, n en 

See my Tears, 
Hear my Pray rs! 

Join, join \ with me till they're prevailing. 

Tho. Heels] IE Pow'rs! I for Vengeance cal! 
Let the Grand Oppreſſor fall. 

Puniſh our invading Foes, 
Revenge our Wrongs, and give the W orld Repoſe. 

A Sbout.] Hark ! This joyful Scythian Shout 

Declares the Perſian Rout. + 

'Tis done, Avenging Pow'rs! *Tis done, 
And eviry Perſian ian Mother mourns a Son. 
ä A FR | 
ALLY, fally, before you they! rc Allg. 
Revenge now is calling: 

Annoy em, a 

Deftroy "ems, „ d 

Thro' Fire, 1 

And Water, Db. So. 

y H * © perdi- 
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43 Perdition, 

n Slaughter. 

Your Vengeance purſuing, 
With Terror renewing 


Deſpair, pale Horror, and Ruin. 
[Ex. Thom. and the People ſhout and Ex. 


SCENE V. The bield. 


Enter Tigranes in diſorder, his Sword in his Hand, 
- as from Fight. 


Tiger. A LL is loſt: A hopeleſs Flight 
A Succeeds the deſperate Fight. 
Cyrus, glutted now with Blood, 
Swells with his own the Purple Flood. 
Barr'd a Retreat, in vain the Penſtaus fly; 
In vain they Scythian Mercy 
I both FW and wou 10 2 braveiy de. 
„ 
AIN Ambition, you ever fall : 
V f Tho? ſtill you . 
To ſoar ſo high, 
You ever 
All loſing, while: you aim at all | 
Pow'rs, who with great Souls _— b. 
Why docs Reafon ne'cr reclaim us 
Tilt our Fate is paſt recall} 
Vain Ambition, ſtill you tall, Oc. 


| Enter a Party of Scythian Soldiers, whom Tigranes en- 
gages till he-'> wounded; and Orontes enters. 


Oro. Hold! Scythians !— Let a nobler Fate— 
Sean, fermate il pie. Piu nobil Fato— Tigp. 
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Tigr. Victorious Prince, you come too late 
Let enough you Fatal prove, 

And doubly kill me, in Cleora's Love. 

Oro. Oh! Live! Tho? for her to contend —— 
Vivi per contraftarmi il ſuo poſſeſſo. 

Tigr. Too near my End, | 
That Comfort Fate denies. 

Oro. Yet ſtrive to live Help! bear hence 


The wounded Prince, The Soldiers lead 
And fave a Life a Prize. off Tigranes. 
Voi ſoccorrete il Principe ferito, Ex. Tigrancs and 
E una vita, ch/io ſtimo a lai ſerbate. } Soldiers. 

Enter Baldo. 


Bald. Hail! Prince, who the Day retriev'd, 
Who came, and ſav'd, when loſt beliey'd ! 
To your Valor Vict'ry's owing. 
See our Tears with Joy now flowing : 
Soon your Sight the Queen will cheer, 
And & Princeſs 
Oro. Oh ! She's here. 
0h ! lei ſen viene. 


. Enter Cleora. 
AIR. 
Cleo. I Revive now you're returning, 
| All my Mourning 
Is loſt in Joy. 
Oh ! I n&er can bear the Pleaſure. 
Sorrow pain'd above all Meaſure ; 
Joytul Tranſports now deſtroy. 


H 2 Ne. enter 


— 
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Re-enter Tigranes ſupported. 


* Cleo. Oh ! Like a fatal Dart, 
* Surprize, and Piry wound my Heart. 
* Tigranes |\—who this Sight can bear! | 
* Tig. Oh! you o'cr-pay me with a Tear. 
* You give Pleaſure in Deſpair. 
* I muſt leave you. 
I'll not grieve you. 
Io Superior Merit due, 
* While Lite and you I loſe, let others for you live. 
* When a pitying Tear you give, 
* Tis more to die for you. 
Cleo. Unhappy Prince! SEES 
| 8 Exit. Tigranes ſupported. 


. äTZ——— — —— — — — — — — — 


Enter Thomyris. 

Oro. The Queen ! { [ineels. 
La Regina. 
Tho. My Son! | 
Oh] riſe! thou Guardian of my Throne! 
Oro. No ! Let me rooted here remain, 

Til from you new Life obtain. 
Can I without. Cleora live? 
Life without Love no Joy can give. 
No, laſciate, chio non poſſo | 
Viver mai ſenza Cleora. _ 

Chi ſa viver ſenza amare 

Non fa viver, ma penave. 


— —— — nr 


THOMYRIS 53 
Tho. Riſe! be happy; 
I comply. 
Oro. Oh ! now you drown my Soul with Joy. 
0 qual gioia il cor minonda ) 


AIR. 
Leaſure calls: Fond Hearts recoyer! 
Fears are over. 
Let the Lover 
At laſt enjoy. 
May the Paſſion ſweetly pain you, 
Kindly chain you, 
And never cloy. 
Oron. Soul of Pleaſure, now to yau 
I for Life again muſt „ 
The Queen permits Poſſeſſing; 
But Heav'n, and you, muſt grant the Beſing 
Or dimando a voi la vita, 
Mio [eſor ! Doppo Tomiri 
Tocca al Cielo, e tocca a voi 
D ere a i miei deſiri. 


— 


Tho. 


—_  — ——_ 


1 Cleo. Oh! ack no more what Fate's has 
Let me rather ſhare the Ruin 
All my Perſian Friends purſuing, 

Than bluſh at my complying. 

* Oron. Oh ! Repricve me. 

leb. Leave me! Leave me! 

Med. When of Friends War has bereft me; 
Will you loſe the laſt that's left you! 

1 * Hopc's denied me. ; 


rom 


— . — — 
— — — —— — — — — 
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HOron. Then I muſt no longer ſue. 
Adieu! Adieu, to Life, and you. Going. 
* Cleo. Oh! Mortal Anguiſh ! Oh! my Fears ! 
* Stay ! 'tis more than Death to loſe you. 


Give me Time to dry my Tears. 
I wou'd, but Love cannot refuſe you. 
Cron. Oh, Joy! Oh, Bleſſing ! 

Paſt expreſſing. 

Dolce gioia ! indicibil piacere ! 
1 

Cleo. Oſt in Pleaſure, 

| Love beguiling, 

Oh! you difarm me. 

Oron. Oh, my Treaſure ! 

| Kindl Smiling, 

Oh! = you charm me. 

0h! mia vita! 

Oh ! mia ſpeme! 

0h! mio Teſoro ! 


« 7þo. Bleſs the Pow'rs that grant the Bleſſing ! 


CHO. 
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CHORUS. 


Love and Vertue the Conqueſt obtain. 
Peace ſhall laſt; 
Freedom by Union ſhall gain: 
All Danger is al. 
Victorious, 
And Glorious, 
Aſtrea's Reign 
The Bleſſings ſhall maintain. 
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